THINGS    PASS

what will never come to anything? With a pang I tore
up some hundreds of lines, of which I now remember but
few, and, out of respect for the Anti-Litter Campaign
put them down a rabbit-hole. So if the really solid
shooting poem is ever to be composed somebody else will
have to do it.

As I went on my way I felt for a moment very much
relieved. Why, when one is dead certain one will never
finish a piece of work, does one waste time and trouble
continually taking it up again in a sort of preposterous
hope that by some miracle it will have shed its defects or
even expanded, as though manuscripts could mature
in storage, like wine, or sprout like seed potatoes?
"Anyhow/5 I comforted myself, "what does it matter?
there is a date to the durability even of the Venus di
Milo, and I don't suppose this would have been that."
Then I remembered the parable of the talents and the
dying man who murmured: "So much to do, so little
done," and then, for the ten thousandth time said,
"down, devil, down" to hesitation and fruitless internal
debate.

"Are you really going back to that rabbit-hole?"

"No."

"Well, forget all about it then, and remember, 'Would
that he had blotted a thousand . . .' "

There was no wind. The great downs swelled away on
both sides under a pure sky. I swung on and down to
Winchester. There I thought of having one more look at
Sir Herbert Baker's beautiful (in spite of its difficult
lettering) War Memorial Cloister: it seems a pity that we
should have to owe such things as that and Giles Scott's
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